Prospero sighed. "A hero, I suppose, would have reckoned this.
But, you see, I am not heroic*" He was faintly ironical. "I fear I
disappoint you, Gianna."                                                   f
Her hand closed firmly on his arm. "I was not passing judgment,
Prospero. I was reminding you of how others will judge, especially in
Spain. You know the Emperor's anger at the ravages of Dragut, his
impatience to see float evil Corsair destroyed. What favour will be
showa you when it is known that you Save frustrated that destruc-
tion ?"
"What need that it ever should be known?" was Prospero's
desperate question,
"Would you conceal it ?"
"ilonpur places me under no obligation to accuse myself."
"Oaa it be hidden ?   Are there no others to accuse you ?"
"Be sure that when Dragut comes to boast of what happened at
Djerba, he will not diminish himself by saying that he was heiped by a
pig of an Unbeliever."
"Hiere are these slaves here, whom you have freed. There are
some two thousand more, mostly Spaniards, who toiled on those canals
under your direction. At any time some of these may win to freedom.
WiU they be silent r
"They will if they have any gratitude. How many of them would
have survived the onset of Doria's fleet? You had not thought of
that when you accused me of sacrificing two thousand Christian lives
to our own deliverance."
"Do not say that I accuse you, Prospero. God knows, my dear,
how far I am from that."
He set an arm about her, and drew her close. "Meanwhile, dear
heart, in thankfulness'for what we have, let us trust to fate for what's
to come/*
Her eyes were tender. "I will try. Fate cannot have thirst us so
irrevocably together merely to destroy us. But we must help Fate.
Hiat is why I warn you again of the dangers ahead, so that you may
provide."
"Yet Fate must point the way.   Meanwhile, we sail at a venture."
At a venture, then, they sailed, and very gently and unhurried
before the soft August breezes that slowly wafted them north. They
were two" days in reaching Malta, at which they did not touch, for
Prospero was in no mind to meet questions from the Knights of St.
John. So they left the fortress island a couple of miles to westward,
and after that for two days they had the coast of Sicily on their star-
board beam. It was on the sixth day after leaving Djerba that they
entered the Straits of Messina, and ran without warning into a fleet of'
galleys proceeding south. Coming suddenly upon this force as the
Aswad was. rounding a headland, and with not more than a half-mile
between them, ftrospero caught his breath to recognize in the stately
three-masted galleasse that led the line, with the Imperial standard at
her maintruck and the cornucopia carved and gilded on the prow, his
own flagship the Prospera. Nine more he counted, all of them
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